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Mama better, so that she never spits any more
blood, I will give you a beautiful silver heart tied
up with red ribbon, which I shall buy out of the
twenty lire a month which I am given for my gloves
and shoes. I give you five weeks; if by then she
has had no more haemorrhages, I shall understand
you have listened to me, and I will bring you the
heart."
I rose up from my knees and, with perfect con-
fidence that the saint would hear my prayer, I drew
a deep breath of happiness as I stood on the top of
the steps before descending. I remember so well all
the details of that afternoon; it was a glorious
Roman sunset as I came out of the church, and the
whole Campidoglio on my left seemed bathed in
gold.
Days passed and weeks passed. Both Doctor
Marchiafava and Montechiari were surprised and
delighted that all traces of bleeding seemed to have
vanished so entirely and so suddenly. My father's
careworn expression had changed to one of radiance*
I used to hear him speaking to the doctors, asking the
medical explanation of such a miracle. They
answered evasively, and muttered phrases about
incomprehensible nervous factors in highly strung
natures such as my mother's. The only one who
was calm in all this was myself. I was the only one
who knew the truth 1 And each night, when in my
bed, and the light was turned out, I whispered,
with my face buried in my pillow: " St. Anthony,
thank you/1
The five weeks passed. A few days later I told
Nana that I had to go to buy a heart for St. Anthony
because he had granted a request of mine. Off we